THE LAST GENRO	4o7':
"Huh, what do you mean? What is the matter? Huh-you are super-
stitious about natural phenomena? Don't you think that's a thunder-
cloud? It's already late spring and it's very hot today. There may be a
shower this afternoon."
"Well, Prince Saionji, since I studied a great deal about that famous
rebel, Yui-no-Shosetsu, who was said to have depended upon signs in
the sun, moon, stars and the like for prophesying political develop-
ments, I sometimes believe in them, too."
"Huh, what does it signify in your astrological signs?"
Saionji was joking, but the 'tea-master' was in earnest. "That por-
tends a rebellion!"
"Huh, don't you think we'd better drop political subjects and
prophecies and go on with the dictation we began the odier day?
Somehow you sidetracked me. I guess that's how you inspire and often
instigate even an old man's actions."
"Well, I don't know, Prince Saionji, but often I feel something is
burning in my system. That makes me throw myself into whatever
confronts me."
They finally set to work and kept at it for about two hours before
Koizumi left for his hotel.
Half an hour later, he hurried back to Saionji's house; he saw that
two uniformed policemen had arrived from the local government seat,
Shizuoka, to guard the Zagyoso. After a long explanation he was al-
lowed to enter the gate. Another carload of officers came in the mean-
time,
"Prince Saionji, Prince Saionji!" Koizumi was excited. "I heard a
rumor in the town that a coup <?6tat took place in Tokyo, Premier
Inukai was assassinated in his official residence and several public build-
ings and Count Makino's home were bombed. Is that true? Do you
have any information? Where are you, Prince Saionji?"
He rushed into the room. The Genro was quietly playing solitaire
and answering the machine-gun-like questions in characteristic mono-
syllables: "Huh, huh, yes, yes!" Then he added: "Right after you left
I had some code messages from Tokyo authorities. I deciphered them
all. Your information is correct."	/
"Then, Prince Saionji, don't you think you should go to the Capi-
tal? Are you waiting for the Imperial Messenger from Tokyo?"
"Huh-"
"What are you doing?"	:	,
' "Huh," the Genro grinned, "I am testing my fortune by the

